He paused, waiting for the exhausted guardsman also to take a
pace forward.

"Wake up, man!" snapped several voices simultaneously, and
it seemed to Guardsman Baghurst that a thousand mouths baring
a thousand sets of teeth were ready to tear him to pieces if he
dallied a moment longer. He took a pace forward.

"On the twenty-fourth of this month, this guardsman assaulted
another guardsman by striking him a blow upon the chin, sir."

The C.O. glanced up, a vacant expression on his face. At
the moment, Guardsman Baghurst looked scarcely capable of
assaulting a fly.

"What have you to say?*'

He had a squeaky voice which detracted largely from the
majesty invested in him by the military machine.

"T-thank you for the leave to speak, sir." The spirit of demo-
cracy uttered a last smothered cry and fled in shame. "I was
swatting a wasp, sir, and his chin got in the way."

The G.O. hesitated; but whether the guardsman had calcu-
lated his mentality correctly will never be known, for the Hound
intervened, and when the law-breaker fell in, it was with the
knowledge that he would be losing several pints of perspiration
on the square for several nights.

There were some more cases, and then the Jerk took a pace
forward.

"One application, sir," he snapped. "Guardsman Roule!"

Martin had the wit to take a pace forward at the appropriate
moment.

"Applie? to see his Commanding Officer^ with reference to
being granted sleeping-out leave,"

The dangers which beset him having driven all rational
thoughts from his mind, it came as a mild surprise to Martin to
be reminded he was applying for a sleeping-out pass. With a
start, he also recollected he was to become a corporal.

"Is your wife coming down here?" inquired the C.Q., bored.

"Sir."

"Get leave to speak!" thundered the Hound, his regimental
soul outraged.

"T-thank you for the leave to speak, sir."

The C.O. nodded magnanimously.
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